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His words nipped her like a cold wind,

"It's not that I mean." She hardly
recognized her voice.

Boston looked round. For a moment he
was bewildered; then he understood.

" Good God, Felicia! I'm sorry, I'm
terribly sorry. Forgive me/7

When she saw his face, suddenly drawn,
immensely tired, the light clean gone from
his eyes, she felt far stronger than he, though
but a moment before she had felt weak,
abandoned, desolate.

" There's nothing to forgive," she said.
" It's not your fault; it's mine."

" But what shall we do ? " he said.

They began to walk away from the village
to the road. The three of them had been
that way before. They called it the long
round. It led them across the road, through
two cornfields, into pasture again, and then
into the St. Albans road at the sign-post.

When they had crossed the road Boston
took hold of her hand. He stumbled along
close to the hedge, still holding it. Felicia
spoke at last.

" I ought to go away, immediately. But
Bett would worry."

" Let me go away."